The shop had thirty employees; it was a small shop. All at once I was in a quandary: What should I do? I had to make up my mind, now, one way or the other. Once I got ahold of myself, with the boss still looking on and trying to pass me the uniform, I said, "I will not touch the stuff and I will not put on the uniform. I quit." To that the boss repUed, "Are you mad? In four weeks you will be on your knees, begging me to take you back. Six milUon people are out of a job!" "I will say good-bye to my colleagues," I answered, and with that I was out. But the Nazis did not care. They probably reckoned, "Those two kids wiU go to hell when we send them to the front. There they will be destroyed, and In the winter of 1941-42, a comrade and I were dispatched to Russia. We were taken to East Prussia first, where it was already frigid. In Russia, tem peratures were forty to forty-five degrees below freezing. Winter clothes were being collected in Germany, and we were taken to the gathering heap.
Admittedly
Officers had the first pick, taking furs and the Uke; next came the senior sergeants, the sergeants and so forth?we privates were last. The best stuff had been taken, yet we were the ones who would be out in the mud. My comrade and I found barely a sweater each. We were loaded onto a train for a trip of three days and nights into Russia, in a freight car in cruel cold. As we puUed into the train station, shells were detonating aU around us. The Russian art?lery was notoriously good and greeted us promptly. We escaped from the rail road depot and over to the runway. Our company had sleds and horses? the horses had been stolen in Poland. We were instructed to transport gre nades to the front Une. First, three divisions were sent out. We were to cut a 
